CHAPTER XIII
IN NO-MAN'S-LAND
rITH tens of thousands of Americans in training camps
at home early in 1918 it occurred to me that a series of stories
giving some of the sensations of coming under fire for the
first time, the first night in a first line trench and the first
patrol in No-Man's-Land would appeal to a wartime imagi-
nation. Consequently, I obtained permission from French
headquarters to join a regiment in the line to gather first-
hand information for the series. I had been in the war three
years but had never patrolled in No-Man VLand. I had been
in a first line trench and had been under fire.
The sensation of a night patrol in the blighted strip of
ground in front of the trenches had its ghostly thrill. It
was a supposedly quiet sector in eastern France which units
of the American First Division had been permitted to occupy
for a few days with the French by way of training. The first
Americans to fall in the European war had been killed by
shell-fire in this sector a few days before. They were buried
in a little battle-front graveyard a mile to the rear. The Ger-
mans had raided a section of trench and ascertained that
Americans were facing them. It was no longer a quiet sector
although the American troops had withdrawn.
My readers will bear with me if I give here in part the war-
time picture written as I wrote it then when my sensations
were fresh:
To-night is moonless. The sky is a speckled dome. Occa-
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